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The year is 1950, and the doors of Donaldson School have opened to a new group of first-graders, 
including Furman faculty children, from left, Bunny Cantrick and his mother, Margaret; Judy Babb 
and her mother, Mary; and Lewis Rasor and his mother, Elspeth. 
The Prefab Days 
The years immediately following World War II were a special time to be young 
and part of a select campus community. 
ommunity can be 
defined as: 
• A unified body of individuals; 
• People with common interests 
living in a particular area; 
• An interacting population of 
various kinds of individuals living 
in a common location. 
For those of us who literally grew 
up on the downtown Furman campus 
in the late '40s and early '50s, the 
word community certainly rings true. 
Today, our particular slice of the 
old campus would no doubt be 
described as "common" - in the 
true Southern sense of the word . 
More affectionately, the faculty and 
students of the time referred to it and 
its counterpart as "Upper and Lower 
Slobovia." 
Upper Slobovia - also known 
as "The Prefabs" - was a set of 
war-issue duplexes situated on 
Greenville's Augusta Street, where 
Scott Towers, a high-rise retirement 
complex , reigns today. The Prefabs, 
fragile and paper-thin buildings, were 
bordered on two sides by Graham 
Field and Thruston Street. 
The core of this "temporary" 
community, where my family lived 
for more than a decade , was Prefabs 
1 -8 ,  which housed young post-World 
War II families and their fledgling 
offspring. 
Growing up, I perceived our on­
campus neighborhood as an extended 
family and a way to avoid the stigma 
of being an only child. My parents 
were history professor Winston Babb 
and his wife, Mary. I shared only-
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child status with Lewis Rasor, Jr., 
son of the registrar/English professor 
and his wife, Elspeth. We were 
joined at various times by, among 
others, the four Cantrick boys (he 
taught music), the four Held children 
(drama and speech) ,  the two 
Patterson kids (chemistry), the three 
Blackwoods (art), and a motley, ever­
changing cast in Prefabs 2 and 5 .  
It was a community and a family 
in a most down-to-earth sense. You 
could be fed, hugged, spanked, 
encouraged and bathed in any of the 
homes except that of the Lowreys, 
Miss Sara and Mrs. Theodosia, who 
held exalted status in number 8, at 
the upper end of the row. In the 
Prefabs, you belonged . You had a 
place, and everybody knew it. 
All of us children walked to 
Donaldson School on Tindall 
Avenue, pressed our noses to the 
smudgy window of Mr. Ludlum's 
print shop on Thruston, and were 
terrified of the basement Science 
Hall museum filled with bottled, 
horribly smelly things that we 
sincerely hoped were dead. We 
bought fireballs and wax lips at The 
Marquette , nuzzled fresh bread off 
the loading dock of Claussen's 
Bakery, and plunged screaming into 
the deep-green, freezing water of the 
indoor pool in the campus gym. We 
smelled like chlorine and grass all 
summer and Toni home permanents 
and damp wool all winter long. 
Even taking into account the 
rose-colored filters of almost half a 
century, it was a special time to be 
young and part of this unique Furman 
community. 
And it provided us a lifelong 
orientation. Still to this day, to 
determine the points of the compass, 
I have to go back in time to the 
playing field in front of the Prefabs. 
North was downtown Greenville; 
west was the Sterling area; east 
was Pleasant Valley, our fabri­
cated Shangri-La; south was 
Donaldson Air Force Base, which 
was active at the time and whose 
children we were not allowed to 
invite home. 
bared values 
As a group, we shared a belief system 
that espoused values of personal 
integrity, family and community. 
We believed in The American 
Way a Ia The Weekly Reader, 
Norman Rockwell and the Saturday 
Evening Post. After all , our fathers 
had risked their lives to make the 
world safe for democracy. Mr. Rasor 
had a bazooka shell and coconut 
to prove it. We were the first bene­
ficiaries and a walking legacy of 
the GI Bill. 
We believed in The Protestant 
Work Ethic- for fathers, that is .  
Mothers stayed home and took care 
of us.  All work was honest, for the 
butcher at The Marquette and the 
trolley car driver and the postman. 
People who didn't work were hoboes 
but still worthy of respect. They 
weren't bad people; something tragic 
had happened in their lives, as with 
all our spinster teachers ' boyfriends 
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West Hall, which housed classrooms and faculty offices, was a prime example of the army surplus buildings 
that dotted the campus in the years following World War II, when enrollment grew dramatically. 
who had allegedly died giving their 
lives for our country. 
We believed in Respect for Our 
Elders. And Mrs. Theodosia 
Lowrey, we were sure, was the oldest 
living person - at least 300 years 
old. "Yes, ma'am" and "Yes , sir" 
were not options. 
We believed in Education. We 
believed, or at least we were taught, 
that education was more important 
than wealth , a philosophy that still 
rings true at Furman. We valued the 
Word . We read voraciously but 
eagerly awaited the arrival of our 
first television sets. Every night, 
after we had eaten supper and Miss 
Sara Lowrey had walked with her 
ancient mother, she told us stories. 
Word for word, we would later learn, 
she recited for us the Just So Stories 
and "The Great Stone Face." Dick 
and Jane ruled the planet. 
We believed in The God of the 
Old Testament in general and the 
First Baptist Church in particular. 
We witnessed the words "under God" 
inserted into the Pledge of Allegiance, 
and we prayed openly at school. 
Jesus wanted us to be Sunbeams . 
We filled out our six-point record 
systems in Training Union, advanced 
toward the exalted status of Queen 
Regent with Scepter, competed in 
fierce sword drills , and dreaded the 
call of full-time Christian work in 
the foreign mission field. 
We believed in The Value Of 
and Need For Discipline. This 
included corporal punishment at 
home and incarceration in the 
cloakroom at Donaldson School . 
Any mother on the row could, would 
and did paddle your fanny. And when 
they did, lawyers were not consulted, 
nor was the parent or child. Children 
were still seen but not heard -
although we tried mightily to put in 
our two cents' worth. 
We believed in Order. Half of 
George Washington hung on each 
classroom wall . The sun never set 
on the British Empire , which was 
always red on the map, and the King 
and then the young Queen ruled over 
it all. Great things could be achieved 
through hard work. Sir Edmund 
Hillary reached the summit of Mount 
Everest for the Queen's coronation, 
and Roger Bannister broke the four­
minute mile. 
We believed in Rules. Whether 
we were playing "Roll to the Bat," 
"Red Rover," "Pretty Girl Station" 
or "Living Statues ," cheating was 
wrong. Cowboys,  the good guys 
anyway, were pictured in the tops of 
ice cream cups. The World Series 
was a big deal - and if we were 
good, we got to listen to it on the 
radio at school. John Plyler, the 
president of Furman, was a judge. 
Dr. David Ramsay, the former 
president of the Greenville Womans 
College, rode his horse down Main 
Street on special occasions, and bells 
tolled from Old Main after each 
athletic victory. 
We believed in and valued 
Diversity - just not too much. Mr. 
Frank Selvy has always been The Man when it 
comes to Furman basketball. 
Rasor grew tomatoes; Winston Babb, 
irises. Blackie Blackwood, the 
bohemian art teacher, painted every 
wall of his Prefab a different color 
(even black) . As in any truly 
Southern town, we cherished our 
local characters and the characters 
passing through. The itinerant Goat 
Man herded his flock down the 
superhighway; Belchin' Lucy rode 
the city bus . And student Jimmy 
Rams bottom played his good-spirited 
campus pranks , terrifying the night 
watchman by dressing the biology 
skeleton in top hat and tails, or 
simulating a car crash, complete with 
severed limbs and strategically 
distributed catsup. 
simpler world 
Greenville then was a small mill 
town ("the Textile Center of the 
World") , Furman was a family, and 
the Prefabs were filled with our close 
relatives, so to speak. Ours was a 
world in which the center did hold. 
Communal glue and shared values 
bound us tightly to one another, and 
friendships forged in those years 
endure to this day when , as adults, 
we sadly gather at the funerals of our 
parents and attend their burials in 
Springwood Cemetery, near other 
Furman friends. 
In the '50s, the Red Scare and 
McCarthy loomed "out there ," but 
we felt safe - even cowering under 
our desks at Donaldson, preparing 
for the imminent arrival of The 
Bomb, wearing dog tags for 
History professor Winston Babb and his family lived in one of 
the war-issue duplexes for more than 10 years. 
identification after the conflagration, 
and lining up like sheep for the first 
polio sugar cubes. Mr. Rasor set a 
rack of tennis balls on fire, and the 
fire department was summoned, 
much to his chagrin. I was run over, 
a hit-and-run that I milked for all it 
was worth in ftrst grade. Meanwhile, 
Jesse Jackson was selling peanuts at 
Furman ballgames, and his relatives 
ironed our clothes .  
We were united, too, in that we 
were poor. My mom still delicately 
dubs it our "genteel poverty." Our 
little abodes were heated by coal 
stoves, the rain leaked in around the 
windows, the wind whistled through , 
and weeds literally grew through the 
floors. When people died or babies 
were born, you brought casseroles . 
My mom specialized in chicken pot 
pie. We learned about birth and death 
and other private things firsthand.  
The walls were very thin. 
Nobody had much of anything, 
but the Rasors and the Babbs and the 
Blackwoods owned in common a 
push lawnmower which was kept in 
the communal shed, against which 
young Lewis Rasor practiced his 
Little League fastball - with me as 
a clumsy moving target. Vince 
Perone and his wife sold sandwiches 
in the Soda Shop and in the dorms. 
Frank Selvy was The Man - and 
after a big victory over Manhattan 
Schaefer Kendrick and my dad 
climbed over roofs and through 
windows to toll the midnight bell 
from Old Main to prove it. President 
Back on their old stomping grounds, C. Lewis Rasor, Jr., now an attorney in Greenville, and 
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Plyler summoned them to his office, 
then congratulated them on their 
industriousness .  
We children fought lethal cinder 
wars up and down the back alley, 
the same alley on which the coal 
delivery truck rumbled and tramps 
panhandled . We hung our pre­
polyester clothes out to dry on the 
line. We dug to China in our 
sandboxes,  played doctor in the 
woods, and sold Fool's Gold from 
door to door. We believed earnestly 
that if we unwrapped a golf ball all 
the way, the resulting explosion 
would rock our world. 
It was a simpler world, a white 
world. Our fathers went to work, 
and our mothers stayed home and 
stayed after us. In the evenings our 
fathers strolled home for their supper. 
We ate our pre-TV dinners in nuclear 
family units. No one drank (as in 
liquor) or was divorced - those were 
grounds not just for ostracism, but 
for dismissal . Blended families 
hadn't been invented yet. 
In the evenings the grownups 
lolled in lawn chairs, fanned 
themselves and gazed up at the stars 
while the children played endless, 
quarrelsome games of "Kick the 
Can" and chased lightning bugs for 
excitement. Baseball was the 
undisputed national pastime, and no 
man (or woman) had yet walked on 
the moon. Each spring we celebrated 
the pagan ritual of the Maypole with 
the maidens of "The Zoo," and DuPre 
Rhame's annual operetta was the 
social event of the season -
especially the year that three suc­
cessive tenors broke their legs on 
the same balcony cue . 
Although it was a peaceful time, 
we did have our adventures. I recall 
one miscarriage, one giant summer 
hailstorm, unexpected babies, the 
Ideal Laundry explosion, the 
Saturday morning "Sealtest Circus" 
flickering in black and white on a 
neighbor's small-screen television, 
the sparks flying from the trolley car 
wires on Augusta Street. Lights 
shattered in a spectacular fashion 
over nearby Sirrine Stadium, where 
the Purple Hurricane played host to 
the likes of Clemson and South 
Carolina and where, each Thanks­
giving Day, Greenville High and 
Parker High fought out their rivalry 
on the field and in the stands. 
All in all, I remember it as a safe 
world and a protected time. Every­
one was so young and innocent, and 
life was good. It was a golden era, 
and not just through the filter of 
memory. It made us what we were, 
are, and long for even today. 
Judith Babb Chandler '66 is 
associate director of Continuing 
Education and director of Lifelong 
Learning programs at Furman . 
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